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Summary:
Kel and his beloved brother, Hero, have been quarantined after a slew of people died to a mysterious sickness. Hero's girlfriend, Mari, was the latest victim. Thus. The quarantine.
Kel's bored.
More than bored, actually.
Kel's hungry.
Really hungry.
Starving, even.
And that cultist next door, Basil? He's so fucking annoying. Keeps crying and praying day and night and day and night and day and... well. You get the point. Kel's sick of it.

That all changes one fateful day.

Notes:
Fun fact I accidentally deleted this ENTIRE CHAPTER while writing and I just barely was able to keep writing because it invaded my brain so badly so yeah. I'm suffering. /pos

The original notes basically said: Kel and Hero are at the age they are at the time OMORI happens, not at the time of the incident. It would be weird to have a 12 year old and a 14 year old commit cannibalism and fall in incestuous love. Let's make the 16-17 year old and 18 year old fall in love instead that's much better. Also I redesigned them to fit with the vibe of TCOAAL. I also modified Hero and Kel's personality to sort of merge them with Andy and Leyley a little. Kel is a little more immature and also into his brother, and Hero is probably a really drastic change because he hasn't dealt with Mari's death yet, and so skews more towards Andy personality than his own, making him super irritable and prone to violence. So that's why Kel acts different and Hero's almost a different human being. He's kinda the same, though, I swear. I try to keep him as Hero-like as possible. Although I feel guilty looking at official art of him being so happy and then going back to writing this because he was so happy and then I ruined him aaaaaaAAAAAAAAAA

Oh, also Sunny will be a character, trust me

Chapter 1: I'm bored... And hungry, now that I think about it. Like, really hungry.
Chapter Text
"Bored. Bored. Bored. Bored," Kel sighed, kicking his legs in the air. This sucked. He hadn't been able to go outside in months, so he couldn't play basketball with his friends, so he was bored and lonely and it was really hard to act normal when there was no one to talk to. He couldn't even talk to Hero because he had been moping in his room every since Mari died. Which, like, Kel got. Mari had been Hero's girlfriend, and then she died to some mysterious sickness, getting the entire building quarantined. Hero couldn't even go outside! Kel knew how horrible it was to be stuck inside.

Especially with Basil constantly crying next door.

Oh, and Kel did mean constantly. Day in and day out, Basil was crying, screaming even. Crying and doing rituals. Kel wasn't exactly sure when Basil had become one of those cultists constantly roaming the city, but it seemed like he was. If Kel was in the living room, he could smell the scented candles Basil used - lavender - as well as some acrid scent coming once the candle smell faded. And Kel was normally in the living room.

After Mari's death, Hero had locked himself in the room he and Kel shared. Kel was forced to sleep on the couch. But the internet had been cut off last month, so Kel had nothing to do but sleep, and sleeping got boring after a while.

And boredom led to hunger.

When they had been locked in this endless quarantine, a prison ward had assured them that they would be fed. Groceries would be delivered on Monday each week, they said. That was all well and good.

You know, if the groceries had ever been delivered. 

After the first week with no food, Kel had dropped down to one meal a day. Then one meal a week. By the third month, he was only eating when he had to. It was month five, and they were out of food. At least Hero hadn't really been eating ever since Mari died. Still sucked. Kel was hungry. He wanted to eat and go outside and see his friends. He missed Basil and Aubrey and Mari and He-

Kel sat up and shook himself. Right. He was hungry. He should eat. He heaved himself to his feet and started to search for food. 

Nothing in the fridge. Nothing in the pantry. Nothing on the counters. There hadn't been anything in the fruit bowl for a couple months now. Kel had already had enough of drinking salt water to at least fill his stomach. There wasn't even anything in Hero's secret stash under the laundry detergent except a few empty bottles of antidepressants that Hero and Kel had been given when the lockdown started. Kel had given his to Hero, and was regretting that choice, if only because he wished he could give them to Hero now. Hero could make a plastic bag taste good. Too bad they didn't have any of those, either.

Ah, there was a can of tomatoes in the trash! What luck! Kel grabbed the (slightly slimy) can, and yep, it was unopened! He walked over to the bedroom door and pushed it open.

"Hero! Bro, look what I found," Kel cheered, waving the can at a pile of blankets on Hero's bed which shifted to reveal the man himself.

"Get out, Kel."

"Wait, bro, come on, look. I found these in the trash, and they're still good!"

"I know they are. I was the one who put them in the trash. To hide them. From you," Hero sighed, removing a limb from the blankets to pinch the bridge of his nose. "That's the last piece of food in the house. I don't want you eating it and then starving in a month."

"Aw, come on, Hero. Aren't you hungry, too? You're barely eaten since Mari-" Before Kel could even finish his sentence, Hero was up, the blanket in a pile on the floor. He pinned Kel to the wall with the most enraged expression Kel had ever seen on him. Kel's smile stiffened but he didn't dare let it fall.

"DON'T. YOU. TALK. ABOUT. MY. MARI," Hero snarled. Kel was pretty sure he was about to get beaten up, and absolutely certain he was shaking. He looked up at Hero looming over him.

"Sorry," he squeaked out. Hero looked him up and down once before pulling away.

"No, I'm sorry. That was wrong of me to get that mad," Hero sighed. Kel immediately moved one hand to his arm and started tracing elaborate patterns on his arm to calm himself down. "One of these days I'm going to end up doing something I regret to you." Well, Kel was decently sure he wasn't supposed to hear that last part. Automatically, his eyes snapped to the trashcan next to Hero's bed, overflowing with tissues. Kel had cleaned up that mess enough times to know that wasn't tears on those tissues, and he got a feeling that he knew exactly what Hero meant.

To his surprise, Kel wasn't as against that idea as he thought he'd be.

"Hey, it's fine. You didn't hurt me or anything," Kel chuckled. Hero groaned.

"No, it's not, Kel. That was messed up and I shouldn't have overreacted. It's just- ugh, can we not talk about this now?" Kel relaxed his smile into more of his usual dopey grin, put on a playful voice, and hoped.

"Maybe if you make me food," he said, holding out the can. 

"Fine," Hero sighed, taking the tomato can from Kel. "I guess we need to eat." He walked out and Kel followed excitedly, watching as Hero started to prepare the food. He took the opportunity to actually examine his brother for the first time since Mari's death.

Hero used to be full of color and light. Kel remembered seeing Hero in colorful, nice sweaters and neatly pressed khaki pants for years. He had always dressed nicely, but tended to stay away from jewelry as a general preference. And Kel remembered his brother never being too athletic, but at least being strong and a normal weight. Now though? Now, Hero was dressed in all black, wearing a puffy, baggy sweater and black tights. He had pierced his ears at some point, and now he was wearing black metal earrings that were upside crosses, and a choker around his neck. Even though Kel was certain Hero hadn't left his bed (or showered) in a few weeks, Hero was wearing a set of leather boots with silver metal upside down crosses attached to the back. Plus, with Hero having stopped eating since Mari's death, he looked weak and malnourished, even though his sweater masked a lot of it with its volume. 

"Done," Hero called, satisfied, turning around with two plates of peppered tomatoes. For the first time since the last time Hero cooked, a smile graced his face for a fraction of an instant. It fell almost as fast, but it was there, a glimmer of the old Hero shining through.

"Thanks for dinner, bro," Kel called, sitting down as Hero placed the plate in front of him. "It looks awesome!"

"Just eat it, Kel. You're going to waste all your energy if you don't calm down," Hero huffed. "Plus, it's just some tomatoes that I threw pepper on and heated a little. I can't do anything better. We're out of herbs and shit. There's not even any salt."

"Yeah, the salt was my fault. Had to avoid over-hydration somehow, right?" Kel chuckled around a mouth of tomatoes. "Seriously, though, this is the best thing I've had all month, Hero."

"Don't talk with your mouth full, you're going to spit tomato everywhere," Hero scolded, messing with the food on his plate.

"Better than you not eating at all," Kel pointed out. "Come on, bro, I know you haven't been hungry since M- since we got locked in here, but you've got to eat something." Kel made his smile a little kinder and leaned across the table. "I'm starting to get worried, Hero." Hero glanced up at Kel for a heartbeat before looking down and actually starting to eat.

The next few minutes passed in silence as Kel devoured his food and leaned back, watching Hero eat his. It was nice, the quiet in their apartment, unbroken by Hero's screaming or Basil's near constant crying. Although, now that he thought about it, Kel didn't hear Basil crying. That was weird. That only really happened when Basil was asleep, didn't it?

"Do you smell lavender?" Hero asked, putting down his fork. Kel sniffed the air.

"Oh, god, he's doing it again," Kel groaned, leaning back in his chair. "I fucking hate when he does this. First he gets all quiet, then the music starts, and like ten minutes later, he's crying louder than before. It suuuuucks." As if Kel had cued it, some dramatic song in a minor key started up. It sounded like a waltz that Mari would play on the piano, just way deeper and in a different key. Kel winced.

"What do you mean? Is Basil a cultist?" Hero asked. 

"Yeah, he has been for a while. I don't know when he started being a cultist, but he's been doing these rituals on and off for all the time we've been locked in here." Kel shrugged. "It's honestly fine, just really annoying after a while. I've passed out to the scent of lavender a bunch."

"I wonder how he's doing," Hero muttered, putting his head in his hands. "God, I haven't thought about Basil in forever. Ugh, this sucks. I miss Mari." The last sentence was another one Kel wasn't sure he was supposed to hear, but hear he did. Graciously, he decided to ignore it.

Kel opened his mouth to speak, but his next words were cut off by a loud thud from next door. Kel shot to his feet and grabbed the balcony key and Hero's hand. He dragged Hero out onto the balcony, dropped his brother's hand, pulled a floorboard up, and laid it across the railings.

"Come on, Hero," he called, running across the plank to Basil's patio. Basil was inside, bowing to some sort of creature. It was humanoid, and about the size of a malnourished kid.

"-y, thank god you're here. I've been trying to summon you for months, now." The creature rumbled in response. "I can't do this anymore. I know we agreed, a-and I know it was an accident, but I just can't. Please, can you get me out of here?" The creature waved its hand and the lights darkened. "W-wait, please! You can have anything you want, I swear! Just, please..." the rest of Basil's sentence was too quiet to hear. All of a sudden, the lights went out.

"...what did I just see? Am I still asleep?" Hero asked, slightly dazed. Kel didn't respond, instead pulling back and kicking in the window. He pulled back and stuck his hand through the window, unlocking Basil's door. He finally opened the door, walking into the room as the lights turned back on. Basil's body was laying in the middle of the room, and the creature was completely gone. Kel sprinted over to Basil and shook him.

"Basil? Basil, come on, you can't be- Basil, wake up," Kel said, shaking Basil by the shoulders. Hero walked over shortly after, pressing his fingers to Basil's neck. That's right. For a second, Kel had completely forgotten Hero had been in college for medical school right before the quarantine. 

"He's gone," Hero mumbled, shock spreading across his face as he pulled back. "Basil's dead." There was a solid second before Kel had probably the most twisted thought he'd ever have. 

That's a whole hell of a lot of meat.

"What?" Hero asked, pulling back in shock. Oh, Kel thought he had just thought that. He, uh, didn't mean to say that. Oops. 

"It was just an observation," Kel deflected. "I wasn't saying we should eat him or anything. Pretty sure he'd make us sick if we tried." He shrugged. Hero bit his knuckle in thought for a second.

"I mean, he wouldn't make us sick. And it would help us survive. We are starving. Is it even illegal if we didn't kill him?" Hero mused. Kel blinked.

"So we should eat him," Kel said. 

"Well, no, but-" Kel didn't hear the rest of Hero's sentence. He was too busy standing up to find something to cut Basil's body apart. He found a cleaver and stared at it for a split second before bringing it over to Hero.

"Alright, bro, would you like to do the honors?" Kel asked.

"I never said we should eat him."

"Well, I'd rather not starve to death."

"Fine," Hero sighed. "Go get some plastic bags or something, because I'm not carrying this fucking body around like some murderer." Kel chuckled as the cleaver was snatched from his grip and Hero started to cut Basil up with the skill of a trained chef. With a brief wave at Hero, Kel walked back into their apartment and found a box of bags. When he brought the bags back to Basil's apartment, Hero had managed to slice off all of Basil's limbs and cut him open. A pile of guts were laying on the floor, and it looked like Hero was in the process of skinning Basil's corpse.

"I'm back," Kel called, skipping over to Hero. "Did you miss me~?"

"Shut up and start putting his arms and legs in bags," Hero grumbled. "Don't save the guts, though. They'd probably make you sick."

"What about the rest of him?"

"Why do you think I'm skinning him?" Hero sighed. "We'll have to do something about the guts and skull, but all the muscle should be edible." Hero grunted. "He's actually a lot more muscular than I thought. Should last us a long time." He scooped up a handful of Basil's desecrated remains and shoved it into a bag, standing up. "I'm going to go make dinner. Take care of the guts and the skull.

"Wait, what do I do with them?"

"I don't give two shits," Hero called over his shoulder, closing the door behind him.

Kel smiled down at his work. The guts were shoved into Basil's freezer, and his skull was on the top shelf. He closed the freezer and turned to go. There was still blood on the floor, but now the apartment wouldn't stink of a rotting corpse, mushrooms sprouting from his torso and wrapping around his spine or something. It would at least be better, Kel thought. So he left, climbed across the plank, and walked into his apartment. Hero was putting the plates on the table. He looked up as Kel walked in.

"Kel."

"Hey, Hero," Kel called. "There's still blood on the floor, but the pieces are in the freezer and I'm gonna pass out if I do any more without food."

"Good timing, then. I just finished making dinner." Hero went around the table and sat in his spot. Kel sat down next to him.

"Wow, it looks really, good, bro! Thanks for dinner," Kel hummed, picking up his fork and stabbing a piece of Basil carpaccio. Kicking his legs slightly in excitement, Kel took a bite. Across the table, Hero took one as well. Instantly, Hero started to gag. Kel stood up and reached across the table, forcing Hero's mouth closed. 

Hero grunted in confusion.

"Swallow it," Kel said. "We've been starving for months. Swallow your food." Hero tried to shake his head, to which Kel leaned in closer, smiling widely. "Finish your food, Hero."

Hero swallowed.

"Good," Kel chuckled, smiling and leaning back. "Don't waste any of it, Hero. Isn't it delicious?" 

"I guess," Hero muttered. 

"Everything you make's delicious," Kel told him, grinning like an idiot. He took another bite. 

"Thanks," Hero mumbled, pushing the thinly sliced Basil meat around with his fork. He only went back to eating once he noticed Kel staring at him. The rest of the meal passed in relative silence as Hero and Kel ate the remains of their friend. Every once in a while, Hero would gag slightly. Kel would glance up, and Hero would swallow the food and shove another bite in his mouth. Of course, Kel didn't want to intimidate his brother. He didn't want to have to glare at Hero to force him to keep eating. But desperate times called for desperate measures, and after the past five months Kel had just had, he thought getting his brother to eat was worth the desperate measures.

"I'm going to bed," Hero sighed, standing up. "It's your job to clean up." 

"Have a good night, Hero," Kel called. Hero walked into the bedroom and closed the door. The dishes were done in a few seconds. For once, they had used dishes and washed them all! Kel was straight up flabbergasted. He put the pan back in it's cabinet, double checked he had put all the knives back in their places, and then headed to the room he shared with Hero. He opened the door and laid down in his bed. Across the room, Hero was wrapped up in his blankets and snoring quietly. Kel stared at him for a few minutes until he fell asleep.